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Award  winning  poet  Ralph  Mills,  author  of  10  books  of  criticism  and  poetry,  is  selecting 
work  from  Volume  XIII,  No.’s  I & 2 of  The  Prairie  Light  Review  for  special  recognition  at  the 
poetry  reading  on  June  7,  1 994,  7 p.m.  in  Theater  II  at  the  College  of  DuPage  Arts  Center. 

The  following  poem  was  taken  from  his  book  of  poems  entitled  Each  Branch, 

Spoon  River  Poetry  Press.  1986. 


Always  Open 

Overheated,  damp, 
tonight’s  wind  roots  at  ivy 
spilling  from  its  pot 
on  the  sill. 

Half  in  a drowse, 

I watch  the  vines  dancing, 
listen  to  leaves 
rattle,  halt-then 
shake  again, 

as  if  to  tear  loose  and  scatter 
through  my  room, 
the  walls  dim,  uncertain. 

Outside,  the  streetlamp’s  drifting 
among  blown  maples- 
I brood 

on  their  patched  quilt  of  shadows, 

remembering  someone  who  insisted 
the  dead  you  love  come  back 
in  sleep,  telling  me 
a dream  twice:  how 
with  her  mother  and  father 
she  laughed,  joined  a holiday  throng, 
and  woke  happy,  assured 
of  peace- 

The  door,  I think  she  said, 

is  always  open.  If  you 

go  to  meet  them,  let  them  through. 
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Arty  Horino  color  pencil 

Pa  y Anp  Night 
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The  First  Night  Of  Poetry  Class 

Patrick  Brown 

There  couldn’t  be  that  nnany  rookie  poets  in  DuPage  County 
on  a Wednesday  night — and  Lord!  what  a riot: 
gaunt  denimed,  round,  wan,  dumpy,  beamish,  leathered, 
trig,  cross-legged,  lisping,  long-limbed,  hawkish, 
young  & tender,  perm’ed  & ploy'ed,  studious, 
raffish,  cackling,  brassy,  well-heeled,  not  so-, 
twitching,  ‘burbish,  tacky,  loose.. .And 
me,  radiating  hum  & drum,  and  an 
old  guy,  quiet  like  stone. 

Like  howls  in  the  forest  when  the  moon  is  full,  there  were 
signs  hinting  at  the  notion  I might  be  in  a bit  deep: 
fat  satchels,  photocopied  poems, 
poetry  books  (thumbed  & limp), 
a couple  of  corduroy  poet-coats, 
talk  of  workshops  & changes  made, 
papers  traded,  knowing  nods — news  to 
me,  gawkish  & thick  of  tongue,  and  the 
old  guy,  studying  the  wall. 

The  instructor  swept  in  vividly  late, 
an  image  from  a tragic  Poe  romance: 
wind -tossed  waves  of  raven  hair 
crashing  on  ivory  skin, 
ruby  lips  that  had  bartered  with  Grief  & 
tasted  sweet  lost  Love,  eyes  that  could  burn 
to  the  nevermore  of  lesser  souls  like 
me — a dim,  prosaic  lout — or  the 
old  guy,  plain  & pure. 


In  a slender  voice,  soft  & tight,  she  asked  that  we 
share  our  lives  & hopes,  and  (lo!  & behold!)  all  were 
poets — some  for  ages,  some  for  less: 
some  for  fame,  some  for  fun: 
some  seeking  answers,  some  release: 
some  were  published,  some  had  hope: 
some  had  read,  some  were  shy — all  but 
me,  looking  for  a mid-life  rush,  and  the 
old  guy,  looking  at  the  door. 

She  spoke  with  compact  zeal  on  the  texture  of  poetry  & prose: 
we’d  know  them  apart  by  & by,  she  surmised,  and 
our  eyes  would  plot  the  twist  of  a line  and 
our  ears  trap  every  murmur  & tick  and 
our  minds  bind  words  to 
bloodrush  & shiver  and  we’d 
find  our  voices  and  be  whole — and  as  for 
me,  I knew  I needed  to  try,  and  the 
old  guy  wouldn’t  be  back.. 


Twilight  Magic 

Porter  Pearson 

Bone  crushing  sounds 
coupled  with  ear  piercing  calls 

reach  you 
before  the  image  appears. 
Magically  the  noise  takes  shape. 
Monstrously  huge  steam  rises  above  it, 
as  an  appendage  reaches  out  to  grasp 
an  object  in  the  darkness. 
Suddenly,  there  are  groans  and  thunderous  clamor; 

the  object  controlled  by  the  beast 
is  raised  high  in  the  air 
and  then  placed  gently  back  on  the  ground. 

Slowly,  visibility  improves 
and  the  sanitation  truck  swings  south 
on  to  its  next  conquest. 
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Black 

Kristin  Powell 

Black  skin  resting  on  a pin 
under  the  reading  light 
One  stitch  at  a time 
Scarred  black  back 
Enslaved  attack 

Anger.  Black,  Black  anger 
Where  does  it  come  from? 

Africa,  Haiti  bellov/s  out 
from  downtrodden  paths  that  White  men  took 
America  tortured,  beat,  and  spit 
upon  their  meat 
Property  taught  to  turn 

once  bright  hearts 
into  the  dark,  power  maze 
conquering  those  who  must  now 
find  their  step  upon  the  silky  web, 

A new  place,  a new  society 

Now  measure  up 
but  do  not  flaunt  those 
round  brown  eyes 
full,  sensual  lips 
and  tans  Whites  pay  for 

At  the  bottom  of  the  well, 
silver  White  wishes  shine 
with  black  tears, 
stony  with  sensitivity, 
of  wrongs  done 
Take  it  on  the  run 

Haunted  night  will  take  you 
to  the  places  - - 

the  inner-city,  Sub-Sahara  Africa  - - 
where  hunger  and  wretchedness  pervade 
in  a world  of  abundant  food  and  love 
We  sit  and  wait 

Ashy  elbows  look  at  me 
To  hold  a horn  a tilt 
And  bellow  out  the  roots 
of  Rock  'N  Roll 


Dancing  with  a soft  shoe  'til 
talented  feet  reach  across 
this  jamming  street 
where  slam  dunks,  rapping  punks 
and  war-tom  love  is  found 

And  pillars  of  maternal  strength 
hold  fast  to  young  ones  at  their  feet 
Skip  a beat 

Men  talk  a line 

Climb  a fine  rope  up  to  the  top, 
floor,  1 mean 
To  measure  up,  try  again 
The  games  have  just  begun 

Moonwalk  through  the  laughter  of  pain 
and  hatred  and  humanity 
A lonely  place  for  Black  nights 
of  panthers  in  the  wooded  moonlight 

Singing  songs  "bout  athletes" 
great  feats 

Ways  to  entertain  the  Masters  of  destiny 

Black  eyes,  catwalk 
Moving  shoulder  blades  in  sync 
with  nature's  harmony 
Whiskers  to  the  jungle  floor 
Sleek  panther  listens  from  more... 

Foolishness. 

Eyes  steal  Blackness  from  the  night 
and  tread  upon  this  mystery 
of  human  indignity 

Where  streetlights  shine  on  drug  deals,  gang  war 

Inner-city  cries  for  more 

help  to  rise  above  the  mess 

that  we  created 

Black  and  White 

Bring  the  fight,  from  the  night 
into  the  light 

to  stitch  and  heal  in  quickened  time 
In  quickened  time 


Burns 

Kate  Wolicki 


She  was  never  a girl 
scout,  never  wore  ribbons 
instead  of  shoe  laces,  or  hairbows 
with  shiny  pink  hearts 
and  plastic  rainbows. 

She  was  a tough  little  giri-boy 

who  dodged  touching,  like  butter 

sliding  on  hot  com; 

she  never  seemed  to  be  exactly 

what  her  daddy  or  Valentine's  candy 

and  holiday  corsages  wanted  her  to  be. 

So  it  surprised  me  when  she  said, 

"I've  never  told  anyone  this  before," 
a confession  to  a crime  never  committed 
except  by  someone  to  trust  and  obey. 

And  with  a voice  like  a raisin 
left  out  too  long,  and  tears 
of  missing-child  years,  she  said 
she'd  like  to  be  inside  my  world 
for  just  one  moment 

because  she  knew  there  were  swings  there. 

I couldn't  tell  her  that  my  world 

was  a cut-glass  fishbowl, 

that  the  swings  were  made  of  rock  candy, 

dissolving  under  the  weight  of  tears. 
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Elaine  LaErase 


COLOR  SLIPE 


The  Widow  Paris 

Margaret  Szczekocki 


I woke  up  depressed  this  morning.  My  two 
week  vacation  was  slipping  away  like  sugar 
in  my  hands.  A little  sweetness  may  stick  to 
me,  but  the  majority  is  gone.  I always  feel  like 
this  on  my  last  day  in  New  Orleans.  I know  that 
my  throat  will  continue  to  feel  tight  for  at  least  a 
week  longer.  I know  that  the  faces  at  O'Hare 
International  Airport  will  be  just  as  ugly  and 
ignorant  as  they  always  are.  I know  that  I belong 
here  and  I know  that  I have  to  leave. 

I took  one  last  walk  through  the  Quarter, 
imagining  once  again  the  people  and  lives 
behind  the  shuttered  eyes  of  their  homes. 
Shutters  shut  in  morning-after  shame,  not  one 
offered  me  any  secrets.  I slowly  walked  along 
the  uneven  gray  flagstone  sidewalks  and  listened 
to  the  banjo  strumming  bum.  He  was  missing  a 
string  or  two  along  with  a few  teeth.  I smiled 
back  sadly  at  the  happy  people  that  passed  by.  I 
passed  the  huckster  calling  to  me,  "Betcha  ten 
bucks  Ah  kin  tell  ya  where  ya  gotch  yo  shoes  at 
ma'am."  A laugh  caught  in  my  throat  as  I 
answered,  "On  my  feet."  He  smiled  and  waved 
his  shine  rag  at  me.  I touched  the  lipstick  pink, 
waxy  blooms  of  the  bougainvillea  twisting  out  to 
me  through  the  wrought  iron  fences.  I listened 
to  the  argument  two  old  men  sitting  in  Jackson 
Square  were  having  about  beer,  the  man  in  the 
blue  seersucker  suit  was  right.  Dixie  is 
"gahbadge  wautah."  I ignored  the  pained  voice 
in  my  heart.  I had  to;  it  was  time  to  go. 

At  the  airport  I went  through  the  robotic 
motions  of  checking  in  baggage  and  finding  my 
seat.  We  flew,  we  landed  and  I was  met  by  the 
same  people  I'm  always  met  by  at  O'Hare. 

I dread  O'Hare,  each  face  uglier  and  ruder  than 
the  last.  I swear  these  people  spend  their  entire 
lives  here  just  hoping  to  see  me,  or  rather, 
hoping  that  I see  them.  All  the  same, 
homogenized,  pasty,  bland,  unhappy  faces. 
"Welcome  to  Chicago."  I hate  these  people. 
Their  presence  grips  me  with  a fearsome  urge  to 
run  away,  to  buy  a ticket  back  home.  A ticket 


back  to  what?  My  home  is  in  Chicago;  it  has 
always  been  Chicago.  God,  I hate  Chicago. 

I paused  to  use  a pay  phone,  and  made  the 
foolish  mistake  to  smile  at  the  bitch  next  to  me. 
Maybe  it  wasn't  foolish.  At  that  exact  moment, 
the  voice  of  my  boss  began  bitching  about  a two 
week  vacation  on  my  answering  machine  and 
that  woman  stared  at  me  as  if  I were  insane  or 
my  hair  was  a coiling  nest  of  vipers.  I slammed 
down  the  phone,  scared  the  shit  out  of  her  and 
ran  to  the  ticket  counter  as  though  possessed.  I 
bought  a ticket,  rechecked  my  bags  and  sank 
into  my  assigned  seat  with  a sigh.  I happily 
glanced  through  the  travel  brochures  and 
chuckled  over  the  Laveau  Voodoo  Museum  and 
Store.  ‘The  Widow  Paris  is  waiting  for  you. 
Save  10%  with  this  ad.’ 

I arrived  in  New  Orleans  in  time  to  catch  the 
evening  parade.  Not  Mardi  Gras,  but  a ghost 
parade.  I don't  find  it  frightening,  especially 
after  Chicago,  where  the  living  look  dead, 
seeing  the  dead  in  life  is  natural  to  me.  Every 
evening  at  six  forty-five,  the  Iim  on  Bourbon,  is 
awash  in  activity,  the  activity  of  time  long  since 
past.  The  Inn  on  Bourbon  used  to  be  the  opera 
house.  The  show  begins  as  the  gilded  carriages 
glide  silently  to  the  curving  curb.  I rush  to  stand 
next  to  the  door  as  coachmen  jump  down  from 
their  perches  with  gold  braid  trim  flashing 
against  their  rich  red  uniforms.  Hurriedly  a man 
bends  down  and  unclasps  the  stairs  of  the 
carriage.  He  steps  back  and  the  stairs  fall  into 
place  ready  for  the  passengers  to  depart,  ladies 
first,  of  course.  Tall,  fussy,  satiny  curls  push  out 
of  the  dark  carriage,  in  the  semi-darkness  of  the 
cab  you  can  see  bosoms  pushed  together  to 
majestic  heights,  cloaked  in  shimmering  gowns 
of  jewel-like  colors.  White  gloves  reach  out  from 
the  folds  of  the  dresses  to  reach  for  the 
coachman's  hand  as  the  carriage  sways  dizzily 
with  her  exit.  The  women  remind  me  of  hens 
leaving  the  coop,  nervous  and  fiuttery.  Now  the 
men  exit  almost  regally,  although  a little 
awkwardly,  like  a rooster.  From  where  I stand  I 


see  gray  gloves  emerge  from  the  darkness  to 
grab  the  door  frames  for  support.  The  man  then 
pulls  himself  out.  He  wears  a black  suit  and  a 
waistcoat  to  match  the  gloves.  Too  much  of  a 
man  to  lean  on  the  arm  of  the  coachman,  he 
straightens  out,  sways  on  the  first  step  and  stiffly 
descends  to  the  curb. 

If  I block  the  door  the  ghosts  simply  pass 
through  me  with  a delicious  shiver.  I don't  think 
they  see  me,  but  I have  noticed  a tall  black 
woman  watching  me.  She  seems  to  stand  outside 
of  the  activity.  I saw  her  on  my  first  visit  here 
and  each  one  thereafter.  She  isn't  as  static  and 
organized  like  the  others.  I've  seen  her  all  over 
the  city  wearing  an  indigo  bandana  wrapped 
tight  about  her  hair,  a long  rust  colored  dress, 
and  circles  of  gold  throwing  fire  from  her 
fingers  and  ears.  She  isn't  as  dusty  or  watery 
looking  as  the  others.  She  is  more  real,  but  not 
living.  Ah,  New  Orleans. 

My  face  hurt  this  morning  when  I woke  up.  I 
think  I slept  with  a shit-eating  grin  all  night.  I 
wandered  around  the  quarter  and  put  a big 
deposit  on  a cheap  rental  at  1020  St.  Aim  Street. 
It’s  a tiny  Creole  cottage  with  a courtyard  bigger 
than  the  house,  filled  with  banana  trees  and 
wisteria.  The  garden  smells  moistly-sweet.  The 
surrounding  wall  is  nearly  completely  covered 
with  laurel.  An  enormous  myrtle  grows  along 
the  left  wall.  The  laurel  wall  is  buckling  from 
the  forceful  growth  of  the  roots.  Someone  carved 
a poem  deep  into  its  twisted  trunk; 

"Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity. 

Which  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous. 

Wears  yet  a precious  jewel  in  his  head; 

And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt. 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running 
brooks. 

Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  everything.  " 

I'm  going  to  hang  a swing  from  this  tree.  I 
intend  to  play  in  and  under  this  tree. 

A single  ride  in  a mule-drawn  carriage  brought 
my  few  belongings  and  I moved  in.  Inside  the 
home,  the  landlady  had  left  furnishings.  In  the 
front  room  was  an  old  oriental  rug  nailed  down 


to  the  scarred,  wide  plank  floor.  A water  stained, 
ivory  silk  chaise  lounge  was  positioned  to  bask 
in  a slice  of  the  afternoon  sun.  A bookshelf  of 
cherry  was  waiting  to  be  filled,  and  a small 
steamer  trunk  served  as  a coffee  table.  In  the 
kitchen  I found  a pot,  a pan,  white  towels  and  an 
iron  table  and  two  wicker  chairs.  In  the  bedroom 
a four  poster  bed,  so  large  only  a three  foot 
clearance  circled  the  room,  held  court  with  fresh 
sheets  and  bedding.  The  finials  touched  the 
wood  plank  ceiling  and  I could  see  faint  gouges 
from  past  attempts  to  move  the  massive 
structure. 

Happily  moved  in,  I went  off  in  search  of  a 
telephone.  My  employer  hates  me.  Mr.  Brenner 
told  me  not  to  expect  a single  decent  word  to 
pass  his  lips  about  me.  I told  him  it  would  be 
terrible  if  he  started  being  decent  this  late  in  his 
business  life.  I hung  up  gleefully  and  danced 
across  the  cobblestone  street  to  the  bar  waiting 
patiently  for  me  to  enter. 

I was  greeted  by  the  smell  of  lemon  oil, 
jambalaya  and  a head  nod,  half-smile  from  the 
bartender.  This  bar  was  once  the  premiere 
gentlemen's  club,  before  the  red-light  district 
brought  hooking  to  the  masses,  not  just  the 
privileged.  Now  a secretive  gem  of  a lounge 
nestled  in  Pirate's  Alley  named.  Noire.  Dark, 
polished  wooden  panels  stretch  from  wall  to 
wall.  Glowing,  green  glass  light  fixtures  on 
brass  chains  hang  from  a pressed  tin  ceiling. 
The  tall  ornate  bar  glows  with  a lustrous  satin 
finish  achievable  only  through  decades  upon 
decades  of  hard  drinking  and  lemon  oil. 

I nestled  myself  in  a black  leather  winged-back 
armchair  with  a brown  leather  topped  table 
before  me.  Basking  in  this  masculine  den  I 
casually  studied  my  view.  The  tall  trio  of  French 
doors  was  partially  obscured  by  a potted  palm, 
but  I could  still  see  blissful  couples  stumbling  on 
the  brick  walk  as  if  drunk.  Just  as  I was  about  to 
pick  up  the  wine  list  a waiter  appeared  at  my 
right  arm.  He  held  a tray  with  an  aged,  dusty, 
cut  glass  decanter  and  a crystal  Baccarat  goblet. 
"Tafia,  from  Marie,  the  woman  in  brown."  He 
smiled  and  efficiently  unloaded  the  spirits.  I 
looked  around  and  saw  no  other  person,  let 
alone  a woman  in  the  bar.  Shrugging,  I poured  a 


glass  of  the  thick,  pale  gold  tafia  and  watched 
the  rainbows  dance  in  the  crystal  like  diamonds. 
Raising  the  glass  to  my  lips  I caught  the  scent  of 
spicy,  rum-like  liquor.  A sip  sent  a sizzle  down 
my  throat,  leaving  a burning  outline,  letting  me 
know  exactly  where  my  esophagus  lay.  After  a 
few  sips  I no  longer  knew  or  cared  the  shape  and 
size  of  my  organs.  My  stomach  was  a warm 
throb  inside  of  me  and  I liked  it.  I again 
searched  for  a woman  in  brown  and  was 
disappointed  to  see  that  I was  still  the  only 
person  sitting  down.  I finished  my  glass,  capped 
the  bottle  with  the  ground  glass  stopper  and 
waved  to  the  waiter.  He  waved  back  with  a 
smile.  "No  charge",  he  called  to  me  and  I was 
struck  by  the  resonance  of  his  voice  bouncing 
against  the  wood  surfaces.  "Take  the  bottle,  it's 
yours."  I attempted  a smile,  which  felt  rubbery 
and  foolish.  As  I stood,  the  room  towered 
around  me  pleasantly  and  felt  myself  walking 
out  the  bar  swaying  ever  so  slightly. 

I stumbled  out  into  the  dying  light  of  day  and  a 
breath  of  lemon  oil  wafted  by  me.  I blinked  and 
saw  the  tall  black  woman  with  the  indigo 
bandana  and  the  rust  hued  dress  walking  past 
me  with  a cut  glass  bottle  like  mine  tied  to  her 
hip.  I stumbled  in  my  hurry  and  I called  after 
her.  "Marie!"  I ran  clumsily  after  her.  She  didn't 
seem  to  notice  me  next  to  her,  but  a small  smile 
played  upon  her  full  fleshy  lips.  I looked  up  at 
her  and  was  struck  by  the  large,  deep  blackness 
of  her  eyes.  Her  nose  was  slender  and  straight, 
she  held  a certain  regalty  in  her  posture.  She 
walked  with  long  strides  and  I heard  her  skirt 
whispering  to  me.  We  walked  for  what  felt  to  be 
hours,  as  the  heat  and  humidity  made  me  feel 
even  more  drunk  than  before.  "One  five  two  St. 
Ann."  I jumped  at  her  voice.  Quickly  I tried  to 
remember  the  grid  of  addresses  in  the  quarter. 
"There  is  no  such  number  on  St.  Ann."  I said. 

"Child,  I have  lived  there  two  centuries,  and  you 
now  tell  me  that  I have  not?"  She  asked  without 
looking  at  me.  "The  last  square  of  St.  Ann's 
along  Rampart." 

"I  live  there,"  I weakly  offered,  as  I wrestled 
with  the  bottle  stopper  and  again  felt  the 
burning  wash  down  my  body.  "I've  seen  you 
eveiywhere  else,"  I gasped,  "but  not  there."  We 


were  quickly  approaching  the  thousand  block  of 
St.  Ann  Street,  we  continued  our  pace  until  we 
reached  1020  St.  Ann.  "This  is  my  house."  I 
murmured.  "It  has  a wonderful  courtyard  and  an 
enormous  myrtle  tree  with  a lovely  poem." 

She  smiled  as  she  answered,  " I planted  that 
tree,  I carved  that  poem,  I have  lived  and  do  live 
there."  With  those  last  words  she  pulled  the 
creaking  wrought  gates  open  and  we  entered  our 
moonlight  bathed  court.  She  suddenly  and 
soundlessly  doubled  over  and  just  as  I was  about 
to  panic  she  stood  upright  with  the  back  of  her 
full  skirt  in  her  hands.  She  twisted  the  fabric 
and  tucked  the  coil  into  her  waistband.  Pleased 
with  her  makeshift  trousers,  she  began  untying 
the  sash  holding  the  bottle  to  her  waistband.  She 
handed  the  bottle  to  me  as  I stood  with  a bottle 
in  each  hand.  As  she  slipped  off  her  shirt,  I was 
amazed  to  see  her  full,  dark  breasts  standing 
before  me.  She  took  a bottle  from  me  and  she 
began  to  drink  in  long,  smooth  swallows.  I 
watched  her  serpentine  neck  move  as  she 
emptied  the  bottle.  I brought  my  bottle  to  my 
lips  and  began  to  drink  past  the  burning. 
Immediately  the  warm  throb  began  and  the  yard 
seemed  to  expand  as  the  neighboring  homes 
beyond  the  four  walls  disappeared.  I closed  my 
eyes  and  felt  a swoon  wash  over  me.  I heard  my 
blood  drumming  in  my  ears. 

When  I looked  up  we  no  longer  were  in  the 
courtyard.  We  were  in  a bayou  clearing.  Eyes 
glowed  in  the  dark  growth  beyond  the  glow  of  a 
large  bonfire.  Moss  hung  from  the  twisted 
cypress  branches  above.  Birds  twittered  in  the 
blackness  and  the  full  moon  was  bigger  than 
anything  I'd  ever  seen  before.  It  was  glowing 
and  coming  closer,  as  if  to  warm  itself  by  our 
fire. 

The  drumming  in  my  ears  grew  louder  and  I 
realized  people  were  emerging  from  the  tangled 
growth  of  swamp.  Shirtless  men  with  drums 
pounded  out  a hypnotic  pulse.  Half  naked 
women  began  to  writhe  and  dance  around  the 
fire  to  the  fierce  throbbing  tattoo.  A group  of 
men  busied  themselved  below  a tree.  I saw  that 
it  was  the  poem  bearing  myrtle.  The  men  were 
refilling  bottles  from  a barrel  of  tafia  and  when 
refueled,  they  promptly  joined  the  women  in 
dance.  Naked  bodies  twitched  and  pulsed  in 
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time  to  the  drums.  The  drumbeats  grew  faster 
and  fiercer.  I watched  the  couples  shedding  their 
inhibitions  just  as  easily  as  their  clothes.  The 
throng  spun  around  the  fire  dizzily  and  I had  to 
shut  me  eyes  for  a moment  in  order  to  remain 
standing.  Across  the  fire  I could  see  Marie 
coming  towards  me.  She  draped  her  arm  around 
my  waist  as  we  watched  the  dancers.  Marie 
began  to  sing  and  the  others  followed.  We 
refilled  our  bottles  and  slowly  wandered  away 
from  the  revelers.  We  sat  down  in  a small 
clearing  and  watched  the  moonset.  I fell  asleep 
against  Marie  well  before  the  sunrise.  As  I 
nodded  off,  I thought  I heard  Marie  howling. 

I woke  up  in  my  courtyard,  under  the  myrtle. 


facedown,  mud-streaked,  and  very  hungover.  I 
stood  up  shakily  and  winced  at  the  drumbeat  in 
my  head  as  I walked  into  my  house.  On  the 
steamer  trunk  I saw  a cut  glass  bottle  with  a tag. 
I leaned  over  and  ignored  the  pain  which  had  a 
pulse  of  its  own.  I picked  up  the  bottle  and  read 
the  note. 

"I  believe  that  sweet  are  the  uses  of 
adversity.  The  hair  of  the  dog  that  bit  you.  I'll 
see  you  tonight.  The  widow  Paris." 

The  widow  Paris,  I thought.  A dog  howled  and  I 
suddenly  realized  that  Marie  in  the  brown  dress 
was  Marie  Laveau,  the  queen  of  old  New 
Orleans. 
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Sugar  Island 

Rebecca  Lambrecht 

Your  beautiful  body 
encompassed 
by  miles  of  sugar 
expanding  outward 

layered  beneath 
the  colors  swimming 
inside: 

magenta  vibrance 
fuchsia  life, 
canary  thoughts, 
and  orange  clowns. 
You  are  the  color's 
world, 

their  mother, 
gently  caressing 
and  feeding 
even  strange  feet 
passing  by 

cooled  by  your  dance. 
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He  Promised  Her  All  The  Treasures  Of  The  World 

Gabriela  Vesely 

He  promised  her  hardened  carbon  from  the  mines 
Of  South  Africa  and  oysters  found  off  the  island 
Of  Madagascar  on  the  bottom  of  the  reef  Vines 
Of  grape  from  the  Champagne  region  of  Northern 
France.  Eggs  of  sturgeon  that  swam  in  the  Black 
Sea.  Hides  of  Texas  cattle  and  yards  of  fabric 
Spun  from  worms  in  China.  All  this  he  was  willing 
To  offer,  yet  it  did  not  quench  her  thirst. 

She  asked  for  a can  of  beer  brewed  in  Milwaukee. 
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One  Night  Stand 

Gabhela  Vesely 

Eyes  meet  in  a smoke  filled 
Alcohol  chamber,  conversation 
Abounds  amidst  guitar  riffs 
And  drum  solos,  glasses  consumed 
To  escape  inhibitions,  last  call 
Last  one  before  the  experience. 
Intentions  are  the  same  between 
Both  parties. 

Attraction  - physical  need 
Desire  - evocative  pleasure. 

Lips,  tongues  intertwined 
Buttons,  zippers  and  snaps 
Fly:  dirty  laundry  and  books 
Thrown  off  the  bed  make  ready 
For  the  feast. 

Penetration  with  a gasp,  moans 
And  fingernails  to  the  back 
Finding  the  rhythm  of  each 
Other’s  body,  riding  the  bucking 
Rodeo  bull,  enjoying  the  taste 
Of  the  meal,  climax  is  the  end 
Of  the  short  story,  no  resolution 
Needed. 

Morning  sun  rising,  grab  the 
Material  possessions,  make  run 
For  the  door,  no  connections. 

No  commitments,  no  phone  numbers 
Exchanged. 
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A Dirty  Poem 

Kate  Wolicki 
I wrote  it, 

but  no  one  wanted  to  claim  it  - - 
not  my  feet  that  like  poems 
to  soft-shoe  across  the  page, 
nor  my  eyes  that  glaze 
over  like  dust  on  grass, 
nor  my  hands  that  grasp 
only  for  poems  about  my  father. 

Even  the  little  bird, 

who  sometimes  loans  me 

far-fetched  ideas 

useless  to  one  who  can  fly, 

said  it  wasn't  his 

and  flitted  away  nervously. 

I knew  it  would  offend, 
not  being  candy-hearted  pink 
or  trashy  blue  novel. 

Darren  didn't  clasp  Whitney 

to  his  shirtless  chest, 

and  there  were  no  petticoats. 

In  fact,  the  only  things  that  didn't 
shy  away  with  mumbles  of  impropriety 
were  my  brain,  which  doesn't  care 
what  anyone  thinks, 
and  my  patella,  which  is  too  busy 
keeping  me  from  folding  like  a t.v. 
tray  to  recognize  the  falling 
sensuality  of  a flannel  shirt. 
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Elaine  LaErose 
Corkscrew  Canyon 


Color  Slipe 
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Elaine  iadroe>e 

After  the  storm 
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Arty  Horino  Prafting  Pen 

Awareness 
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Evolving 

Laurel  A.  Delaney 

And  this  is  the  way  we  hide  our  grief, 
we  come  together  in  mourning, 

to  gnash  our  teeth  to  rend  our  clothes,  to  tell  the  stories  we've  heard  before 

And  this  is  the  way  the  morning  comes, 
too  soon  and  all  alone. 

Too  long  until  the  noon  until  the  night  that  mocks  our  earth  bound  tomb. 

And  this  is  the  way  we  come  to  know, 
our  own  mortality. 

To  wrestle  with  the  angels  to  damn  eternity  to  question  if  God  meant  it  to  be. 

And  this  is  the  way  we  come  to  grips, 
to  eye  the  narrow  passage. 

To  see  our  place  amongst  the  hosts,  to  celebrate  His  message. 


Nettie’s  Web 

Judith  C.  McArdle 


mUTi  0,  Miss  Nettie,"  three  tow  heads 
I chimed,  bobbing  their  way  down 
the  leaf  strewn  path  to  St. 
Alexander's  School.  The  morning  greeting  was 
for  Nettie  Cooper,  venerable  octogenarian  of 
Cornelius  Street,  who  paused  momentarily  from 
sweeping  her  porch  steps.  As  she  placed  one 
hand  on  her  brow  to  shade  her  eyes  from  the 
glare  of  the  sun,  her  other  hand  gripped  the 
broom  like  a staff. 

"Good  morning,  young  ladies.  Off  to  school,  are 
you?"  said  Nettie  in  that  raspy  voice  the  old  have 
that  makes  you  want  to  clear  your  throat  for 
them. 

Nettie  stamped  the  broom  vigorously  ridding  it 
of  the  russet  colored  needles  shed  from  the 
towering  pine  in  her  front  yard. 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  the  three  chorused,  singing  a 
conclusive  "Bye!"  as  they  skipped  away. 

It  had  been  a dry  fall.  Maple  leaves  crunched 
like  potato  chips  under  the  children's  scurrying 
feet.  Nettie  watched  as  the  girls  went  further 
down  the  block.  She  thought  of  her 
granddaughter  Susan,  remembering  her  at  that 
age.  The  trio  clustered  briefly  to  share  some 
conspiracy,  then  broke  into  a sudden  run  as  the 
school  bell  sounded.  A smile  of  tenderness 
moved  within  Nettie's  face.  With  one  more 
swipe  of  the  broom,  she  re-entered  her  house. 

Behind  an  exquisitely  etched  glass  door  to  Nettie 
Cooper's  house  lay  the  dim  hallway.  Nettie 
walked  its  length  passing  the  parlor,  dining 
room,  bedroom  and  bathroom  in  sequence  until 
she  arrived  at  the  kitchen  where  she  retmued  the 
broom  to  its  place  in  the  closet.  She  checked  the 
clock,  and  marked  her  place  mentally  in  the 
daily  schedule.  It  was  eight,  and  she  had  just 
about  completed  her  morning  routine.  She 
stopped  briefly  to  let  a wave  of  tiredness  pass 
through  her,  then  she  quickened  as  the 


seductiveness  of  the  day's  project  played  in  her 
mind. 

"Today  I want  to  finish  Susan's  sweater." 

Nettie  had  awakened  at  6:00.  When  the  alarm 
clock  rang,  she  reached  over  and  pressed  the 
stem,  falling  back  with  a sigh  for  the  mercy  of 
the  responsive  silence.  Then  winding  the  back 
key  and  returning  the  clock  to  the  night  table, 
Nettie  slowly  folded  back  the  thick  down  quilt 
and  reluctantly  left  her  warm  bed. 

Putting  on  her  house  robe  and  slippers,  Nettie 
rocked  a little  stiffly  out  to  the  kitchen  and  drew 
water  for  the  kettle.  Padding  closely  behind  her 
was  "Mittens,"  Nettie's  tabby  cat  and  faithful 
companion.  As  Nettie  waited  for  the  first  low 
notes  of  the  kettle  whistle  from  the  stove,  she 
removed  two  cinnamon  graham  crackers  from 
the  counter  tin  and  munched  them  absently.  She 
thought  of  Susan. 

"At  the  university  now,  can  you  imagine!" 
Nettie  said  to  an  audience  of  only  herself,  and 
Mittens.  "And  going  for  a Ph.D." 

It  pleased  Nettie  to  say  "Susan"  and  "Ph.D."  She 
wasn't  too  old  to  be  amazed  and  filled  with 
admiration.  Susan  was  a wonder. 

When  the  kettle  spit  a shrill  tune,  Nettie 
dropped  a tea  bag  into  a deep  white  china  cup 
and  poured  in  the  steaming  water.  She  watched 
the  brown  tinge  permeate  the  liquid, 
transforming  it  into  the  inaugural  drink  of  the 
day.  One  teaspoon  of  sugar  later,  the  tea  in  turn 
was  transforming  Nettie  in  the  familiar  way  this 
ritual  did  by  bringing  her  to  awareness  each 
morning. 

Nettie  then  took  another  white  china  cup, 
distinguished  from  her  own  only  by  a chip  and 
long  brown  crack,  and  scooping  out  a measure 
of  cat  food,  she  poured  out  "a  little  breakfast"  for 
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Mittens.  She  watched  a while  as  the  cat 
crunched  the  meal  intensively,  and  when  she 
stretched  and  shuttered  in  apparent  satis- 
faction, Nettie  accepted  that  as  her  sign  of 
permission  to  go  and  take  her  bath. 

The  bathroom  was  dominated  by  a deep 
draughted,  claw  footed  tub  Nettie  called  "her 
majesty”.  As  daily  bathing  was  as  much  a 
pleasure  as  her  Calvinist  unbringing  allowed, 
Nettie  filled  the  tub  armpit  high  and  took  full 
measure.  Scrubbing  was  tempered  by  the  use  of 
"sweet"  soap,  and  toweling  was  finalized  by  a 
puffing  of  aromatic  dusting  powder  which 
treated  her  body  to  the  sparse  acknowledgement 
of  her  sensuality. 

In  her  bedroom,  Nettie  opened  the  chifforobe. 
From  the  chest-of-drawers  side  she  took  out 
ribbed  cotton  underwear  and  stockings,  and 
from  the  wardrobe  side  a starched  flowered 
house  dress  with  white  buttons.  She  waited  a 
moment  for  the  small  knot  of  pain  which 
occurred  in  her  chest  to  pass.  Then  Nettie  sat  on 
the  edge  of  her  bed  and  tied  up  her  brown  oxford 
day  shoes,  "ugly  but  comfortable,"  that  she 
brought  every  two  years  from  Richard's  Dry 
Goods  Store  on  Eliza  Street. 

From  her  dresser  Nettie  picked  up  a tortoise 
shell  brush  with  the  horse  hair  bristles  and  ran  it 
through  her  thin  gray  hair.  She  braided  it, 
hearing  her  joints  familiar  snap  as  she  rolled 
and  fastened  the  plait  she  had  woven  to  the  back 
of  her  head.  She  smoothed  a few  whispy  strains 
of  hair  into  place  and  secured  them  with  side 
combs.  Then  Nettie  returned  to  the  kitchen  and 
lifting  her  blue  cobbler  apron  from  the  hook  on 
the  back  door,  she  slipped  her  arms  through  the 
opening,  buttoned  the  top,  and  tied  the  sash.  She 
poured  a second  cup  of  tea. 

Sunlight  streamed  in  the  tiny  room  where  most 
of  the  hours  of  Nettie's  grown  life  had  been 
spent,  unkindly  revealing  its  state  of  use  and 
badly  needed  refurbishment.  Nettie  was  fearful 
enough  of  ladders  since  her  fall  from  one  last 
year,  so  she  resigned  herself  to  the  smudgy 
yellow  view  she  took  in  when  looking  out  to  the 
side  yard  garden. 


"You  really  should  give  up  the  place,  Ma,"  Mary 
Claire  had  said  in  her  regular  Monday  night  call 
from  Seattle.  Mary  Claire  was  Nettie's  only 
daughter  and  Susan's  mother. 

"Mary  Claire,  this  has  been  my  home  for  63 
years.  I'll  be  carried  out  of  here  in  a box. 
Besides,  where  would  you  like  me  to  go,  some 
old  folks  place  like  Mary  Manor?"  Nettie  felt  a 
twinge  of  disgust  as  she  said  "Mary  Manor." 

"Ma,"  scolded  Mary  Claire,  "your  pride's  getting 
the  best  of  you.  Mary  Manor  is  a very  nice 
place." 

"I  stand  corrected,"  Nettie  retorted  mockingly. 
Nettie  knew  all  about  Mary  Manor.  Pride  or  not, 
she  would  die  rather  than  go  there. 

"Besides  I'm  doing  just  fine."  With  those  words, 
Nettie,  sitting  unseen  a thousand  miles  away, 
straightened  up  to  sound  stronger. 

"You  could  come  out  here  to  live  with  us,  Ma. 
I've  been  after  you  for  years.  Bob  and  I would 
love  it."  Mary  Claire  countered,  weakly  and 
uselessly. 

"Hoo-ha"  yoddled  Nettie,  hardly  able  to  suppress 
the  laugh  that  jumped  to  her  voice.  "And  what 
would  Bob  say  if  he  knew  his  mother-in-law 
gets  up  at  night  for  a swallow  of  Early  Times. 
Bet  he'd  have  me  in  one  of  those  meetings  next 
day.  'Hi,  I'm  Nettie.  And  I am  alcoholic.'" 

"Unfair,  Ma,"  Mary  Claire  chided,  although  her 
mother  wasn't  too  far  off  in  her  assessment  of 
Bob,  even  if  she  knew  the  swallow  of  Early 
Times  was  a total  fabrication. 

"Mary,  dear,"  Nettie  assured.  "The  postman 
Robert  checks  on  me  every  day.  It  beats  me  how 
you  both  assume  that  if  I'm  eighty.  I'm  addled. 

"You  know  when  Robert  first  came  on  the  route, 
they  must  have  told  him  I was  up  in  age  and  to 
look  out  for  me.  He  came  up  to  me  first  day,  and 
said,  'Miss  Nettie  Cooper?'  I said,  'Yes.'  He  said, 
'Do  you  know  what  year  this  is,  and  who  is  the 
President.'  Well,  I just  fixed  on  him  and  said. 
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'It's  nine  and  a half  hours  into  the  24th  day  of 
June,  Nineteen  Hundred  and  Ninety-two.  You 
are  twenty  minutes  late  on  your  route.  I suppose 
you  must  have  been  discussing  William 
Jefferson  Clinton's  new  health  program  with  Mr. 
Dawkins  up  the  street.  Interesting  man,  Mr. 
Clinton,  although  I like  his  wife,  Hillary 
Rodham,  better.' 

"I  just  loaned  Robert  my  copy  of  Tale  of  Two 
Cities."  Nettie  said,  gaining  more  confidence. 

"I  told  him  I've  read  all  of  Dickens  twice,  so  if 
he  ever  wanted  to  talk  about  it.  I'd  be  pleased  to 
have  a conversation." 

"You  know  I think  if  Dickens  were  alive  today, 
he'd  probably  be  writing  soap  operas."  Nettie 
paused  in  the  amusement  of  that  possibility. 
"His  characters  are  always  in  a mess. 

"So  I'd  rather  talk  to  Robert  about  Dickens, 
Mary  Claire,"  said  Nettie,  coming  full  circle  to 
make  her  point,  "than  Jabble  with  those  old  folks 
at  Mary  Manor  about  ‘Wheel  of  Fortune.’" 

Mary  Claire  in  Seattle  shook  her  head  and 
signed  off  for  another  week. 

Nettie  entered  the  parlor.  She  took  her  "place" 
in  the  wing  back  chair  at  the  edge  of  the  bay 
window  where  the  light  was  good.  Mittens 
ambled  in  behind  her,  then  wound  around  some 
personal  path  she  had  mapped  to  her  place  in 
the  "company  room".  The  hall  clock  ticked 
softly,  paced  like  a metronome  by  the  golden 
pendulum. 

Nettie  turned  the  knob  of  the  ancient  radio 
whose  face  bore  a design  of  church  windows 
with  fabric  panes.  It  spoke  in  crackles.  Nettie 
twisted  the  dial,  passing  Rush  Limbaugh,  "the 
man  sounds  like  he's  sitting  on  tacks,"  finally 
reckoning  for  National  Public  Radio.  "NPR"  was 
Nettie's  favorite,  next  to  all  day  classical  music. 
Then  she  picked  up  her  large  tapesty  knitting 
pouch  and  settled  comfortably  in  the  regal  chair, 
intending  this  day  to  finish  Susan's  sweater. 
"The  subject  today  is  'Gays  in  the  Military',"  the 
host  declared  from  NPR.  "Oh,  dear,"  Nettie  said, 
involuntarily.  She  looked  half  a room  away  at 
Edward.  "Well,  Edward,"  Nettie  said  out  loud, 
just  like  she  used  to  do  as  a little  girl  playing 


dolls  and  creating  imaginary  conversation, 
"what  do  you  think?" 

In  Edward's  silence,  Nettie  picked  up  the 
needles  holding  loops  of  yam,  which  over  the 
next  hours,  she  engaged  into  life  by  winding, 
weaving  and  shifting  until  stitches  became  rows 
and  rows  grew  in  length  and  shape  to  become 
the  work  of  the  humble  architect's  mind. 

Edward  looked  back  at  his  mother  with  a smile 
frozen  30  years  ago  by  the  base  photographer. 
His  maroon  lips  framed  perfect  teeth  in  a face 
fresh  and  full  of  haughty  confidence.  The  khaki 
hat  peaked  on  Eddie's  head  at  a slight  angle. 
The  stiff  uniform  collar  bore  the  double  bars  of 
the  rank  of  Second  Lieutenant.  On  one  side  of 
the  frame  lay  a yawning  gray  velvet  box  holding 
a Piuple  Heart.  On  the  other  was  a triangled  box 
whose  clear  window  showed  several  white  stars 
on  a deep  blue  field. 

"What  do  you  think,"  Nettie  said,  shaking  her 
head  a little. 

After  a while  the  warm  morning  sun  and  the 
quiet  conspired  to  slow  Nettie  down.  She  spread 
the  nearly  finished  peach  wool  cardigan  on  her 
lap,  pulling  it  to  stretch  the  length  and  width. 
She  lay  her  hands  on  it  like  a blessing,  then 
rested  her  head  back  on  the  chair,  and  briefly 
closed  her  eyes.  At  the  sign  of  a shift  in  motion. 
Mittens  ambled  over  from  the  sofa  where  she 
had  been  napping  and  resettled  near  Nettie's 
feet.  Nettie  drifted  into  a shallow  reverie. 

Nettie  thought  a little  about  her  life.  She  thought 
about  Edward,  Mary  Claire,  and  Tom.  Her 
husband  Tom  was  gone  eight  years  now.  They'd 
be  celebrating  their  60th  anniversaiy  this 
August  if  he'd  lived.  Their  marriage  was  a real 
reflection  of  themselves  and  their  times,  she 
thought.  Hard  work,  saving,  simple,  straight. 
Tom  was  a good,  though  unexpressive  man. 

There  was  never  a question  of  romance  between 
them,  but  a faithful  rendering  of  roles  internally 
evolved  and  for  the  most  part  unexamined  and 
unspoken.  If  one  could  speak  of  the  presence  of 
love,  it  would  have  been  from  the  beginning 
breaths  of  the  children.  Life  had  certainly 
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brought  sorrows.  But  what  sorrows  had  come 
were  outlived  and  overcome  by  just  going  on. 
There  were  little  happinesses,  and  perhaps 
enough  to  relieve  the  daily  way  of  things.  And 
maybe  just  as  life  only  seemed  to  be  the  way  it 
was,  there  came  to  be  a Susan. 

It  was  beyond  Nettie  to  understand;  she  could 
only  feel  what  was  to  her  a rare  and  special 
bond.  Nettie's  spirit,  one  never  allowed  or 
encouraged,  and  never  truly  reborn  in  Mary 
Claire,  was  full  of  dawn  and  day  in  Susan.  Visits 
and  vacations  brought  a joy  that  made  a mindful 
Nettie  giddy. 

They  talked  about  everything,  she  and  Susan, 
especially  Susan's  mother.  They  shared  awful 
secrets,  laughed  like  magpies,  and  gossiped  like 
neighbors  over  the  backfence.  They  read  to  each 
other,  wrote  long  letters,  and  mailed  envelopes 
stuffed  with  clippings  underlined  and  noted  in 
the  margins. 

Nettie  taught  Susan  how  to  knit,  crochet  and 
embroider.  All  the  skills  her  mother  had  shown 
to  her,  Nettie  had  tried  to  teach  Mary  Claire,  but 
"oh,  dear,  oh,  dear,  ten  thumbs  and  no  fingers." 
Mary  Claire  had  been  impossible.  So  in  late  lazy 
mornings  and  late  sleepy  afternoons,  they  sat 
together,  grandmother  and  child,  tying 
themselves  in  the  golden  web  of  love  with 
working  hands,  wonderous  cloths  and  threads  of 
every  make  and  composition. 

Nettie's  year  was  always  marked  by  a special  day 
with  Susan-Christmas  lunch  at  Marshall  Field's. 
It  was  the  only  observance  of  a religious  feast 
Nettie  allowed,  having  long  ago  dropped  off 
going  to  church.  Church  somehow  managed  to 
give  Nettie  more  of  what  she  already  had,  only 
heavier.  But  Susan  and  Nettie  in  the  Walnut 
Room,  eating  their  way  through  to  a dessert  of 
an  ice  cream  sleigh  with  candy  cane  runners  was 
the  only  heaven  she  needed  on  earth  or  expected 
to  have.  Nettie  hoped  Susan  could  come  again 
this  year.  She  longed  for  it. 

"Pearl  buttons,"  Nettie  said,  startling  herself 
awake.  "Where  did  I put  those  pearl  buttons?" 
Nettie  demanded  impatiently  of  herself.  She 


pushed  out  of  the  depths  of  the  large  chair  and 
went  to  the  dining  room  side  board.  In  the 
bottom  drawer,  where  Nettie  kept  her  best 
things,  she  pulled  aside  the  huge  white  brocade 
tablecloth,  pressed  and  glistening,  with  the 
matching  napkins  she  used  for  special 
occasions;  the  embroidered  scarfs  and  pillow 
cases  with  hand  laced  edges  she  saved  for 
Susan's  Hope  Chest;  the  tatted  collars  and  cuffs 
lying  in  wait  for  her  dark  winter  dresses;  the 
starched  doilies  crochetted  from  patterns  her 
mother  had  scrawled  on  butcher  paper,  and  the 
knitted  baby  booties  and  christening  caps  she 
had  put  aside  as  gifts  for  the  next  generation. 
Each  was  separated  by  crisp  tissue  protecting  the 
fine  labors  of  a weaver's  hands  that  passed 
through  and  passed  on  tradition. 

"And  there  you  are,"  said  Nettie  with 
satisfaction,  pressing  back  all  the  layers  she  had 
moved  to  find  the  card  with  eight  delicate  orbs, 
returning  to  her  seat,  still  holding  the  warmth 
and  depression  of  her  just  leaving,  Nettie  felt  a 
sharp  pain.  She  took  a breath,  and  another.  She 
laid  her  head  back  a little.  She  saw  Robert 
coming  up  the  block. 

I'll  rest  a bit,"  she  thought,  and  closed  her  eyes. 
She  did  feel  very  tired.  She  drifted  again.  Robert 
climbed  the  porch.  He  dug  in  his  huge  leather 
bag,  fishing  out  a book  and  a hand  written  letter. 
He  pressed  the  bell  and  waited  for  an  answer.  He 
peered  in  the  side  of  the  bay  window.  He  could 
see  Nettie  in  her  chair.  In  her  hands  were  silver 
needles. 

She  did  feel  very  tired.  She  drifted  again 
"Susan's  sweater,"  Robert  said  to  himself  He 
saw  old  Mittens  was  rolling  a small  ball  of  yam 
and  jumping  around  the  room.  Miss  Nettie 
looked  to  be  asleep. 

Robert  rang  the  bell  again.  And  then  he 
knocked.  When  Nettie  didn't  move  and  didn't 
answer,  Robert  put  his  forehead  against  the 
door.  Large  tears  slowly  filled  his  eyes,  rolled 
down  his  face  and  splashed  on  the  gray  porch 
floor.  “Aw,  Miss  Nettie,  Miss  Nettie,"  Robert 
said.  "Today  I could  have  talked  to  you  about 
Dickens." 


Final  Resting  Place 

Bruce  W.  Maki 

Old  yarrow  cemetery  blocks 
recline  on  the  hillside 
on  the  mississippi  palisade. 

A century, 

and  the  names  and  dates 
have  dripped  off  onto  the  ground 
leaving  blind,  white  monolith 
of  marble. 

The  repaired  prop  over  sagging 
coffins. 

The  new  touch  raggedly  raw  boned 
earth. 

And  the  nuclear  sun 
gives  their  breath 

to  green  green  grass.  This  House  Weeps 

Jason  O’Donnell 

Broken  leg  of  a slow  chair 
Open  seam,  faded  wardrobe 
Egg  shells  and  wounded  kitchen... 

This  house  weeps. 

Sprain  of  window  sill 
Paint  cracked  and  lifted  like  cancer 
Musty  hallways  and  termite 
cabarets... 

This  house  weeps. 

Empty  cupboards  above  lonely  sink 
AH  dishes  broken,  none  to  clean 
Someone  was  bom 
Someone  fell  in  love 
Someone  died  under  a starlit  sky... 


This  house  weeps... 
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Mid  Life  Crisis? 

Catherine  Conway 

When  1 am  an  old,  widowed  woman, 

I shall  run  away  to  Paris, 

and  eat  chocolate  truffles  by  the  pound. 

I will  sip  champagne 

and  walk  barefoot  in  Monet's  garden. 

I shall  wear  skin-tight  leopard  leotards, 
silver  sandals,  rhinestone-studded  glasses, 
sit  at  the  sidewalk  cafes, 
and  flirt  shamelessly  with  the  young  men. 

I shall  spend  my  savings 
on  french  lace  lingerie 
and  laugh  with  my  lover. 

1 shall  frequent  the  cabarets 
and  stay  up  all  night 

and  tell  dirty  jokes  to  sympathetic  old  men. 

But.  for  now.... 

I must  stay  at  home 

and  set  a good  example  for  my  children. 

And,  sometimes,  listen  to  my  very  responsible  husband 
and  pay  the  bills. 

But  maybe,  just  maybe,  I ought  to  at  least  visit  Paris 

so  that  I will  know  my  way  around 

when  I am  an  old,  widowed  woman  and  run  away! 
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adulthood 

porter  pearson 

a woman’s  work  is  never  done,  my  grandmother  and  mother  often  said,  at  the  times  i 
thought  they  were  merely  trying  to  make  me  feel  guilty,  guilt  is  recognized  early  in  life  by  a 
female  child,  it  is  held,  observed  and  shaped  to  accomplish  the  desired  result. 

a woman’s  work  is  never  done,  the  line  returned  stronger  in  my  teen  years  when  i was 
expected  to  participate  in  the  household  chores,  learn  to  sew  and  tend  my  clothes,  i 
thought  they  were  merely  trying  to  scold  me  for  dragging  my  feet  when  chores  were 
waiting. 

a woman’s  work  is  never  done,  the  line  popped  into  my  mind  as  a young  wife,  i struggled 
to  obtain  a routine  that  accomplished  grocery  shopping,  laundry,  cleaning  house  and  going 
off  to  work  everyday,  time  for  myself  had  evaporated,  i felt  it  had  been  stolen,  or  did  i give 
it  up  freely,  with  little  thought  to  the  outcome. 

a woman’s  work  is  never  done,  a line  that  served  as  a battle  cry  for  those  of  us  in  the  70’s 
pushing  for  recognition,  the  feminist  movement  would  surely  cause  some  equality  to  occur 
for  us  as  professionals,  wives  and  mothers,  equal  pay,  recognition  of  the  struggle, 
opportunities  for  advancement,  and  even  sharing  of  responsibilities  for  the  household 
chores. 

a woman’s  work  is  never  done,  the  line  sadly  returns,  the  surveys  proclaim  that  women 
must  seek  employment  outside  the  home  so  that  the  family  can  survive,  single  mothers 
must  do  so  in  a world  without  equal  pay  and  limited  advancement,  no  change  has 
occurred  in  the  accomplishment  of  housework  the  survey  continues,  women  accomplish 
the  majority  of  tasks. 

a woman’s  work  is  never  done,  finally  i realize  my  grandmother  and  mother  were  not 
trying  to  make  me  feel  guilty  when  as  a child  i played  while  they  worked,  they  were  not 
even  trying  to  make  me  feel  guilty  as  a teenager  when  i dreaded  participating  in  any  of  the 
household  chores,  they  were  just  trying  to  prepare  me  for  the  future... 


a woman’s  work  is  never  done. 
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Poets  Lifeblood 

Sandra  Castellan 

“A  poet  sheds  his  blood  in  the  nng  and  calls  the  pools  poems.”  ^ 
The  sun  reigns  cats  with  dogs  tonight. 

Moist  lips  breathe  the  lovely  fragrance  of  a freshly  mowed  lawn. 
Piero  ingests  the  dust  filed  secrets  of  Paris. 

Clouds  radiate  brilliantly  over  the  farm  house. 

Luminescence  is  dulled. 

“Wyoomph!” 

Poems  grow  deliciously  as  the  pencil  shrinks  and  dies. 

"Dansa  la  falda  bianca.” 

The  lively  desk  at  work. 

Traveling  down  a road  of  dead-ends. 

‘Tasting  words  create  sweet  magic.” 

Melodic  murmurs  will  be  whispered  silently. 

Green  roses  lie  chilled  in  the  night. 

Cultivated  before  conceived. 

Indiflferente  il  mondo. 

Tears  dance  upon  my  pillow. 

Pools  of  blood  ripple  to  the  f oor. 
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Secrets 
Mary  Lowry 

Secrets  of  the  child 
T urn  now  to  the  adult 
Shame  forewarning  grief 
A cry  rings  for  relief 

Secrets, 
Sores  that  fester, 
Abscess,  spill  out. 
And  heal. 
But  the  scar  remains. 


George  Barker 
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I Build 

Michael  A Metzler 

I build  my  wall  with  your  mud 
the  soggy  filth  you  slung  at  me 

I build  my  wall  with  your  bricks 
the  rocky  harm  you  aimed  at  my  head 

I build  my  wall  as  high  as  you 

for  you  have  been  elevated  so  far  above  me 

I place  your  rusty  barbs  on  top 

the  ones  that  sliced  and  poisoned  my  flesh 

a reminder  that  you  have  infested  and  infected  me 

I build  my  wall  in  my  head  in  my  heart 

a fortress  as  sturdy  as  I can 

but  you  will  tear  it  down 

like  a paper  wrapper  on  a Christmas  gift 

and  you  will  tear  me  down  again 

and  I will  build 


When  I Open  My  Mouth  Nothing  Comes  Out 

Ursula  L Jay 

The  Sun  was  asleep 
As  she  opened  her  eyes 
She  saw  him  stand  there 
Towering  near  the  door  - 
He  spoke  her  name  softly 
She  recoiled  from  the  sound, 

He  drew  near  swiftly 
And  with  the  sigh  of  breath 
He  wrapped  his  cape  around 
her  youth,  and  withdrew 
with  precise  timing. 
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Cornucopia 

Michael  A Metzler 

Oh,  beautiful  beast,  the  least 
we  can  do  is  make  your  parting 
painless,  our  hands  stainless. 

The  very  least 

Brontosaurus,  Stegosaurus-Rhinoceros. 

Your  name  is  like  theirs. 

Your  fame  will  follow  theirs. 

Extinct.  On  the  brink 
of  destruction  we  find  you. 

We  cornered  you. 

And  for  what  Black  Rhino? 

Your  wonderful  horn  of  plenty. 

Its  power  to  make  us  well,  excell.  We  fell 
you  like  a mighty  oak  in 
a quest  for  your  strongest  branch. 

But  we  can't  take  your  branch 

without  taking  you.  Your  power.  Your  being. 

I see  you  fade  now,  your  soul  poached 
in  a dusty  sack.  On  the  back 
of  your  betrayer  it  swings  free. 

As  you  are  free  now.  Tormented  no  more 
by  the  chase,  your  face  finds  peace 
beneath  the  blood. 

You  lie  where  you  once  stood 
strong  and  black  and  beautiful. 

But  your  horn  for  us  was  bountiful. 

So  we  took 
And  we'll  take. 

And  we'll  take. 

Oh,  Black  Rhino,  go. 

Go  f nd  your  peace. 

For  you'll  have  none  here 
as  long  as  we  are  taking. 

And  we'll  have  none  here 
as  long  as  we  are  taking. 


Fading  Away 

Linda  Grott  Ebeling 

How  many  more  years 
Before  you  leave  me 
Mother 

Before  cancer  atrophies  your  body 
Like  apples  left  too  long  in  a 
Dark  cellar 

You  grow  thinner  and  wither 
I put  my  arms  around  you 
to  hug  you 

And  I feel  only  a bony  frame 

Bent  by  too  many  years  on  hands  and  knees  in  the  garden 
Giving  of  your  strength  so  that 
Something  fragile  and  beautiful  might  grow 

You  almost  didn't  plant  geraniums  this  year 
Afraid  you  would  not  live  to  see  them  bloom 
But  here  you  are 
Still  Alive 

But  fearing  life  as  much  as  you  do  death 

I hate  what  cancer  has  done  to  you 

Eroded  your  confidence 

Closed  your  mind 

Made  you  fearful  of  nursing  homes 

And  what,  if  anything 

Lies  beyond  Death 

How  can  I make  peace  with  you 

In  these  your  final  years 

When  you  cannot  make  peace  with  yourself 

Or  with  God 


Elaine  LaErose 

GIRAFFE  IN  KENYA 
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COLOR  SLIDE 
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My  Birth 

Sandra  Castellan 

Nearly  spilling  the  contents  of  his  black  bag, 

The  hurried  amny  doctor  trips  up 

The  tall  flight  of  stairs  to  our  Aberdeen  Street  honne. 

From  behind  a glassed  pane  directly  across  the  street 

A sister  of  nine  gasps  in  awe 

Expecting  a baby  to  topple  from  his  satchel! 

Behind  the  gray  door  at  the  top  of  that  1 4th  stair, 

At  home  I lay  on  my  mother's  soft,  smooth  belly. 
Warming  in  the  glow  of  my  father’s  radiance. 

Our  bed,  a banquet  size  dining  table 
Softened  with  thick  layers  of  yesterday’s  news 
Sopping  in  the  afterbirth. 

We  await  the  tardy  one  rushing  through  the  door 
Whose  skilled  fingers  will  separate  me 
From  the  lifeline  of  my  mother. 

A prouder  father,  nor  happier  mother  there  never  was! 
An  experience  that  bonds  us  three  forever. 

I am  daddy’s  little  girl,  and  mommy’s  precious  gem. 


Pebble 

Serena  Niensted 

A pebble 

satiny  smooth 

travail  rounded 

lies  dark  and  lustrous 

agleam  in  the  sunlight 

washed  by  wave  after  wave 

higher  and  higher 

onto  the  shore 

Until  the  ebbing  tide 
gives  it  rest 

above  any  cresting  wave 
Dried  by  the  sun 
It  lies  dull  and  lifeless 
bereft  of  dreams 
of  the  pounding  sea. 
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Painted  With  Wonder 

Anne  Byrnes 

An  egg-shell  sky 
glows  luminescent, 

Vermilion  brushes  are 
layering  cobalt  blue,  amber, 
and  a purple 
like  bruised  plums 
along  the  horizon. 

As  a nocturnal  lassitude 
steals  upon  us, 
the  embers  of  night 
and  webbed  lightning 
dance, 

throwing  splinters  of  light 
as  thunder  rolls 
like  cannon. 

"One,  two,  three...," 
you  count  large  blue  eyes 
like  noon-day’s  dome 
turned  toward  me; 
yet  from  your  upper  lip 
along  the  ridge-line 
of  your  cheek, 
soft  as  ripened 
peaches, 

I wipe  salty 
water 

as  shadows  of  cumulous 
clouds- 

wind  whipping  them 
into  a frenzy- 
click  across  your  small  face, 
painted  with  wonder. 


One  Of  These  Days 

Tony  Jablonski 

One  of  these  days  I’m  going  to  teach  my  fingers 
to  ride  the  guitar. 

No,  it  wouldn’t  be  an  old,  grumpy,  laid  back  acoustic, 
but  a young,  vibrant,  wild  stallion  of  an  electric— 
a shoe  polish  black 

Les  Paul,  twentieth  anniversary  edition, 
the  killer  queen  of  all  guitars. 

I’ll  jam,  open  to  the  world,  at  Hentage  Park 

The  old  weather  beaten  picnic  bench, 

where  loves  are  forever  immortalized,  will  be  my  stage, 

with  high  powered,  300  watt,  Yamaha  amplifier  at  my  side. 

I’ll  pluck  out  Led  Zeppelin,  jimi  Hendrix,  and  the  Doors, 

hoping  anyone, 

a fitness  craved  walker, 

a blacktop  basketball  player, 

or  even  a pigtailed  girl  on  the  swing, 

will  stop  for  a moment 

and  engulf  the  park 

with  applause. 
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Arty  Horino 
The  Roar  of  Energy 


PENCIL 


Ballet 

Kate  Wolicki 

When  I was  six,  I wanted  to  be  a ballerina 
Not  because  of  the  purple-spangled  wishes 
of  Lizzy  and  Dana  and  Heather, 
but  because  of  my  grandmother. 

She  never  said  so  in  so  many  words. 

I can  hear  her  voice, 

soft  years  of  motherhood  edged  with  sickness 
and  diamond-grit  oldness: 

"Don't  let  them  put  you  on  point 
before  you're  twelve." 

She'd  lived  a life  of  immigrant  parents 
and  diabetes,  adopted  children, 
so  Irish  and  Italian, 

but  held  together  by  a Polish  last  name. 

They  all  worshipped  her,  and  she  them. 

She'd  gone  on  point  early, 

messed  up  her  feet  even  before  teaching 

as  a teen-ager  in  the  Great  Depression. 

I feel  that  somehow  I've  failed  her 
by  preferring  the  sound  of  arabesque 
to  its  execution. 
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Five  Years  Before  Pete  Rose 

Glen  Brown 

I bought  a box  of  baseball  cards 
at  Jessie's  candy  store 
on  Elizabeth  Street  for  two  dollars, 
forty  packs  frosted  in  glucose 
and  a yield  of  players 
we'd  swap  like  big-league 
managers  making  trades. 

Sometimes  two  or  three  Ernie  Banks 
cards  turned  up  in  one  box, 
a bait  for  any  Cubs  addict  in  '58. 

I was  the  only  White  Sox  fan 
on  Elizabeth  Street  that  year, 
a pariah  who  went  to  Wrigley  Field 
carrying  a bag  of  peanut  butter 

sandwiches  for  munching, 
baseball  cards  for  autographs 
and  gum  for  wagering  with  enemies 
on  the  game's  outcome. 

We'd  always  arrive  just  in  time 
for  batting  practice:  I'd  cheer 
for  the  challenger  in  town- 

Reds,  Dodgers,  Phillies, 
it  didn't  matter— amid  jeers. 

I'd  bet  forty  sticks  of  gum 
against  the  Cubs  each  game, 
come  home  overdosed  on  sugar, 
my  jaws  sore  from  chewing. 


Another  Time 

Constance  Vogel 


As  waves  collided 
with  the  pier  we  claimed, 
my  best  fnend 
Marjone  and  I 
sunbathed, 

ignored  Vito  showing  off  his  dives 

to  other  girls. 
Or  searched  the  water's  edge 
for  what  the  tide  gave  up  - - 
once,  seaweed  we  thought  was  hair 

of  a missing  girl, 
till  Vito  threw  it  at  our  feet. 

Sometimes  a northeastern  swept  in 
the  smell  of  fish  on  cold  wind, 
or  fog  trapped  time  in  a vacuum. Like 
Satchmo  at  his  best. 


a blues  horn  wailed 
from  the  lighthouse. 

Something  in  that  wild  water 
made  us  swim  too  far, 
defy  the  undertow, 
flirt  with  men  too  old, 
too  hard-eyed 
to  bhng  home. 

1 dhve  to  the  shore  and  wait  now, 

not  for  the  sun 

or  the  boy  named  Vito, 

but  the  whish  of  gulls'  wings 

and  the  blowsy  blue  note 

of  the  fog  horn 

come  home. 


Spring  Camp 

Bruce  W.  I\Aq\q 


Savannah  lay  along  the  nver 
beneath  steep  silunan  cliffs 
watching  long  barges  glide 
up  the  braided  Mississippi. 

Winter  fought  hard 
holding  onto  the  deep  ravine. 

Spring  flew  over  on  the  wing  of  soaring 

buffi  ehead 

looking  for  a warm  place  to  land. 


And  frogs  rejoiced  with  a croak  chorus 
not  far  from  the  deep  ravine. 

The  rolling  hills  still  slept 
waiting  for  what  was  to  come, 

with  windless  anticipation 
of  the  glorious  green  birth 
of  nature's  youth. 
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The  Devil’s  Whore 

Glen  Brown 

Nothing  could  have  prepared  us 
for  that  first  day  of  class: 
our  libidos  impaled  suddenly 
by  a film  of  copulating  mantids 
behind  a Chinese  elm, 

the  female's  slender  body 
with  wings  like  leaves, 
rotating  head  and  bulging  eyes. 

We  soon  discovered  the  thorax  of  love, 
how  her  posture  of  praying 

and  quivering  foreplay 

turned  to  a quick  thrust  of  spiny  forelegs, 

locking  him  in  a cloak  of  bug  lust. 

We  could  not  help  but  wonder 
what  drew  him  to  her 

for  his  one  flight  of  ecstasy, 
that  he  would  continue  to  mate 
long  after  his  head  was  devoured 
by  her  bitting  mandibles. 

"The  devil's  whore,"  the  teacher  called  her. 

No  one  asked  the  question, 

and  we  filed  quietly  out  of  the  room. 

The  girls,  whispering, 

appeared  to  sway  down  the  hall 

while  we,  bug-eyed,  quickly  passed  them. 
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Justine  M.  Kawalek 

Waiting 


COLOR  PHOTOGRAPH 


49 


Carmen  Elliott  color  photograph 

5/Jl/Cr  PONP 
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August  Memory 

Rebecca  Lambrecht 

Hot  boulevards 
melt  trickling  chalk 
through  fire  hydrant  alleys 
cool  under  feet 
Flying  youth  through 
bamboo  woods 

harmless,  brown  dirt 
oozed  between  toes. 

Echoing  pools  of 
children 

splashing  out  in  laughter, 
accompanying  houses 
wearing  dandelion  smiles, 
burning  flesh  fills 
the  nose 

- here  - 

Drinking  from  crystal 
cold  spigot  out  back 
where  f sh  cemetery  lies 

- next  to  you. 

A certain  charcoal 
blanket  elapses  fire  of  day, 
lightning  bugs  - 
the  only  life  1 see. 
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Country  Boys 

Jeff  Wamnack 

Pigs’  squeals  startled  us 
like  buckshot. 

Gun  powder  burned  our  lungs. 

The  twelve  gauge  blast  filtered  sour  light 

on  the  bandit’s  final  masked  stare, 

the  pleading  leathery  eyes 

looking  the  way  chalk  tastes  to  an  eraser 

tonguing  the  blackboard, 

the  way  Tracy  Crear’s  tongue  tasted 

in  1 986  behind  her  dad’s  bam 

in  Dothan,  Alabama. 

The  electric  fences 

we  dared  each  other  to  pee  on 

sipped  moisture  from  the  morning  air. 

We  skipped  chores  and  school 
for  fishing  at  the  lake 
because  fish  had  scales  and  liked  worms. 
“New  Coke  stinks’’  was  our  favorite  saying, 
and  Donkey  Kong  swallowed  our  change. 
The  diaries  of  adulthood  were  locked, 
and  we  all  thought  Tracy’s  cut-offs 
held  the  key. 

We  grew  like  old  pecan  trees, 

charged  our  batteries  and  flew  out  bedroom 

windows  to  meet  each  night. 

Floyd  floated,  half-deflated,  over  it  all, 

until  one  day  his  buoyancy 

couldn’t  rescue  the  drowning  day, 

the  squealing  prayers  of  pigs 

while  death  attached  itself 

to  the  trailer  hitch  they  were  corralled  in. 


Have  A Nice  Day 

Glen  Brown 

I hate  it  when  they  say  that  to  me, 

always  at  the  toll  booth, 

the  grocery  store  or  a restaurant  - - 

this  orrivederci  of  the  witless, 

stoic  as  a smile  button  pinned  to  the  lips, 

a one-day-only  sale  I hear  all  the  time 

echoing  like  the  syllables  of  crows, 
There’s  a smell  of  cheap  perfume  to  it, 
like  incense  at  a church  service 

that  keeps  me  at  a distance. 

Maybe  I should  turn  the  locution 
into  the  kind  of  dialogue  Socrates  had 

with  the  soothsayers  and  Sophists. 

Imaging  their  surprise 

as  I bring  out  the  truth  of  their  admission 

like  a gadfly  or  midwife. 

But  then  again, 

maybe  Caesar  said  it  best:  “You  too.. .“ 


Train  Stations  Need  Pencil  Sharpeners 

Jenny  McBride 

That's  about  all  they're  missing, 

Train  stations  would  be 
Complete  as  the  United  Nations 
If  they  had  pencil  sharpeners. 

If  you're  set  to  write 

You  can  wait  for  a train  all  night. 

Sometimes  I peer  at  my  shyness 
Only  to  be  taken  aback  and  realize 
Of  course  I'm  scared  of  people! 

Look  what  we've  done  to  the  place, 

Brutality  on  wheels. 

Of  course  I'm  scared  of  people! 

When  I'm  in  a car 
I feel  like  a parasite 
Rolling  and  burning 
Over  the  baby  sensitive  skin 
Of  an  ailing  mother. 

Scarred  by  bombs 
The  target  of  vanquish 
Car  travels  like  a scourge. 

Picking  hazelnuts  in  the  dark 
Along  a phantom  railroad  prairie 
I grasped  the  feel 

And  set  the  evening  back  several  decades. 
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Early  evening  hovers  languidly 
over  the  Lower  Lake 

brushing  light-kisses 

against  the  arcing  ripples. 


The  Visit 

Eileen  hA.  Ward 


Looming  Mangerton  purples  at  the  brow, 
and  lake  water  laps 

toward  the  winding  road  to  Sneem. 

She  has  come  again  to  his  silent  bed 

to  feel  her  life’s  peace  and  beauty 
pooled  now  and  forever 

beneath  the  loamy  rain-rich  soil. 

Heedless  to  the  gentle  clicking 

of  the  breeze-blown  beads 
against  the  crucifix,, 

She  slips  into  the  rhythmic  prayer  reverie, 
mechanical,  yet  comforting 

perhaps  because  of  all  the  decades  shared 

on  stone-cold  floors  before  hissing  peat  fires. 

Nature's  life-measure  has  run  out. 

And  she  must  return  to  her  child-loud  home 

steeled  against  the  sorrow-twinge  awakened  always 
by  the  empty  corner. 

She  coaches  her  glance  to  other  sectors  of  the  room 
bidding  warming  consolation  to  be  kindled 

in  remembered  joys  of  mutual  life-long  love. 


Sandra  Castellan  Slack  & White  Photograph 

5heef  & WiNPOw  Light 
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3ar]dira  Castellan 
Strawberry 


Color  Slide  Photography 


Raymond  Kim 

Hi,  Honey  I'm  Home! 


Pen  & Pencil 
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@Hiy.  Babe 

Dan  McQuaid 


My  mind  is  a wild-assed  river  burst 

from  its  banks  surging 

across  field  and  forest  blasting 

away  trees  leveling  hills  scaling 

skyscrapers  flooding  avenues  boiling  roiling  toiling 

and  foiling  any  effort  to  make  it  behave 

in  a civilized  manner 

occasionally  pausing  to  deposit  a sediment  of  giddy  fishes  and 
disgruntled  grannies  atop  mountains  and  bams  and  Trump-type 
towers  before  accelerating  once  again  into  maniacal  laps 
around  and  around  the  world. 

(How's  that  for  a bab-bab-babbling  brook?) 


Ring  Binder 

Serena  Niensted 

The  best  notebook  binder 
requires  rings 
that  open  and  shut 

Welded  together 
they're  futile 
No  leaves  can  be  added 
nor  old  information 
reshuffled  as  needed 
or  discarded  if  useless 

Equally  disastrous 
are  nngs  that  don't  meet 
They  can  save  little 
or  nothing 
Pages  slip  out 
one  or  two 
at  a time  until 
the  notebook 
is  empty 

To  function  successfully 
the  nngs  must  separate  and 
come  back  to  unite 
in  a unbroken  circle 

So  it  is 

with  husband 
and  wife 
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Arty  Hon  no 

My  Impression  Of  Van  Gogh 


1007o  News  Paper  Mosaic 
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Recycling 

Michael  Puljung 

The  photographs  and  love  letters 
were  first  togo, 

in  with  the  yellowed  newspapers, 
like  confetti. 

His  hopes  and  emotions 
were  placed  into  the  glass  bin, 
after  carefully  removing  their  labels. 

His  memories 

bounded  one-by-one  with  the  milk 
and  soda  bottles. 

And  the  greasy  wads 
of  anger  and  self-pity 
were  run  through  the  disposal 
with  plunger  thrust,  washed  away, 
leaving  only  a sticky  film  behind. 

He  knew  his  regrets 
wouldn't  go  down  easy, 
so  he  tucked  them  between 
copies  of  National  Geographic. 

The  days  wasted 

went  into  a bottle,  marked  for  old  stories. 
All  that  remained  was  her. 

Too  big  for  the  drain. 

Too  colorful  for  the  faded  headlines, 
and  too  voluptuous  for  the  plastic. 

He  tried  to  put  the  memory 

of  her  eyes,  like  blown  glass, 

into  the  bin,  but  he  couldn't  forget  them. 

Perhaps  the  grocery  store 

would  give  him  a refund. 
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Li5a  Tripp 
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Daughter 

John  Halgren 

T^/)a&  water  froze  on  the  stairs  and  handrail. 
The  floor  was  glare  ice.  The  doors  were 
gone  and  the  cold  wind  was  howling  in. 
The  guys  formed  a human  chain  to  move  up  the 
stairs.  My  boots  weren’t  buckled  completely 
and  my  ankles  were  cold.  My  coat  hung  open. 

I slapped  my  hat  on  and  moved  slowly  up  the 
stairs.  Slipping  on  the  top  stairs  I skinned  my 
knee  and  landed  hard  on  my  shins.  I pulled 
myself  up  and  tried  to  wipe  some  of  the  water 
off  my  legs.  The  heat  coming  from  the  elevator 
shaft  was  intense.  I turned  and  jogged  up  the 
first  flight  of  stairs.  The  building’s  fire 
extinguishing  system  had  long  ago  run  out  of 
water,  but  it  was  still  running  through  the 
ceiling  and  down  the  stairs.  The  alarm  only 
worked  on  even  floors,  the  lights  on  the  odds. 
The  emergency  lights  didn’t  work.  I checked  an 
emergency  cabinet  for  an  axe,  but  apparently 
someone  stole  it  on  their  way  out  of  the 
building.  I forgot  mine  on  the  truck. 

The  23"**  floor.  I was  tired  as  hell  and  my  legs 
and  lungs  were  burning.  This  was  as  high  as  I 
could  go.  I sat  on  the  stairs  and  panted.  I could 
use  my  tanks  now.  The  lights  were  flickering. 
The  smoke  seemed  to  be  thickening.  My  guess 
was  that  the  fire  was  two  or  three  stories  above 
me.  The  lights  were  almost  gone.  I got  up  and 
started  to  head  for  the  stairs  leading  down.  I 
veered  towards  the  elevator  shaft.  I wanted  to 
see  what  it  looked  like.  100+  stories.  I poked 
my  head  in  and  instantly  got  blasted  with  a 
wave  of  heat.  I couldn’t  see  through  the  smoke 
on  the  floors  above.  The  metal  creaked  and 
groaned.  The  echoes  ran  up  and  down  the  shaft, 
talking  to  me  in  eerie  voices. 

I screamed  the  standard  “HELLO!!”  and  listened 
to  the  echo.  A rather  high  pitched  echo 
returned.  My  curiosity  got  me  to  scream  again. 
“HELLO!!!!!!”.  I pitched  my  voice  as  low  as  I 
could.  “Up  here!!”  came  back.  I peered  up  to  see 
if  I could  make  anything  out.  I reached  for  my 
radio.  I forgot  that  too.  I leaned  on  the  wall 


and  stared  at  the  stairs.  No  tank,  no  axe,  no 
radio.  I should  go  down  and  send  someone  else 
up  with  a tank  and  extra  mask.  What  if  there  is 
more  than  just  this  one? 

Starting  down  the  stairs,  I heard  a large  rumble 
from  the  floors  above  and  a series  of  large 
crashes.  Floors  collapsing.  I stopped  and 
thought  a minute.  I won’t  be  able  to  breathe. 
This  little  girl,  how  could  she  survive?  This  is  a 
little  girl.  Someone’s  daughter.  I started  up  the 
stairs  again. 

The  24*  floor  was  dark  but  smokeless.  The  air 
was  fresh  and  cool.  A large  window  was 
broken.  It  did  me  some  good,  but  it  was  just 
feeding  the  fire  above.  I glanced  out  the 
window  and  saw  several  ladder  trucks  parked 
below.  Their  ladders  were  all  down.  The  guys 
were  sliding  around,  talking  to  reporters. 
Several  helicopters  were  hovering  above.  Glass 
fell  from  above  and  rained  down  on  the  men 
below. 

I had  to  pull  the  flap  of  my  jacket  over  my 
mouth  on  the  25*.  Smoke  was  pouring  in  from 
every  heating  duct.  I started  choking.  My  eyes 
were  watering  and  I was  getting  lightheaded.  I 
figured  that  venting  this  floor  wouldn’t  hurt,  the 
fire  was  already  getting  plenty  of  oxygen,  and  I 
needed  it  more  than  it  did  now.  I hurled  a steel 
pot  with  a plastic  palm  tree  in  it  at  a window.  It 
bounced  off,  I fell  to  my  knees  and  tried  to 
catch  my  breath.  I rose  again  and  threw  it  once 
more. 

The  smoke  billowed  out  and  instantly  I felt  cool 
air  hit  my  face.  I sat  down  and  rested. 
Somebody’s  daughter  was  upstairs.  Who  would 
leave  their  daughter  in  a burning  building?  I 
made  it  to  the  26*  floor  and  scanned  for 
anything  out  of  the  ordinary.  All  the  desks  were 
overturned  and  dumped  out.  I pictured  hundreds 
of  people  clutching  their  files  and  accounts, 
running  hysterically  into  the  streets.  They 
forgot  their  jackets,  but  they  have  their  work. 
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They  probably  have  frostbite  now.  No  jackets, 
no  place  to  go  to  work,  and  a pile  of  worthless 
papers.  I wondered  if  somebody  forgot  their 
daughter  and  their  jacket.  I continued  up. 

The  38  floor  was  it.  I collapsed  as  soon  as  I 
reached  the  top  of  the  stairs.  The  smoke  was  so 
thick,  I could  barely  see  my  hand  in  front  of  my 
face.  She  was  probably  dead.  This  poor  little 
girl.  Someone’s  daughter.  I smashed  another 
window.  The  blast  from  the  wind  knocked  me 
down.  I sucked  air  and  wiped  my  eyes.  I 
wondered  if  the  fire  had  choked  itself  out.  Now 
it  was  only  smoldering  like  hell. 

The  42““*  was  my  first  look  at  the  fire.  Some  of 
the  office  furniture  was  flickering  in  the  comer. 
I was  panting  very  hard.  My  chest  hurt.  Most  of 
the  oxygen  was  gone  up  here.  I couldn’t  vent.  If 
I did,  the  place  would  go  up.  I saw  her  lying  in 
the  comer.  A small  stuffed  animal  was  clutched 
in  her  right  arm.  Her  left  was  outstretched  and 
hanging  on  to  something  white.  I got  down  on 
my  knees  and  rolled  her  over.  Someone’s 


daughter.  She  was  black  with  soot.  She  opened 
her  eyes  and  glared  at  me.  She  rolled  them  to 
the  object  she  was  hanging  onto.  Behind  this 
knocked  over  file  cabinet  was  the  someone 
whose  daughter  this  was.  I checked  for  a pulse 
and  looked  into  each  one’s  eyes.  They  were 
gone.  I picked  up  the  girl.  She  fixed  her  eyes 
onto  mine.  She  knew,  but  she  did  not  cry. 

I ran  down  the  stairs.  My  lungs  burnt,  but  my 
legs  wouldn’t  stop.  I slid  down  the  ice,  bmising 
my  ass  and  elbows.  Laying  on  my  back,  one  of 
the  guys  lifted  the  girl  from  my  arms.  Two 
others  pulled  me  to  my  feet.  I limped  to  an 
ambulance.  Flash  bulbs  popped  from  reporters 
who  were  waiting  for  something  to  write  about. 

I sucked  on  oxygen  while  listening  to  their 
questions.  One  asked  about  the  stuffed  animal  in 
my  boot.  I reached  down  and  pulled  this  small 
dog  from  my  unbuckled  boot.  She  must  have 
dropped  it. 

“Is  this  the  girl’s?”  asked  the  frenzied  group.  “It 
belongs  to  someone’s  daughter.” 


The  Early  Hour 

Susan  A Davin 

Watching  endless  hours. 

People  surviving  the  deadly  movement 
As  the  earth  swifts. 

Hearing  the  screams  and  seems, 

Echo  through  the  rubble  mementos. 
Either  crushed  or  burned. 

Hoping  those  who  are  close. 

Do  not  come  out  dead. 


But  to  survive  with  courage, 
and  hope  to  rebuild  the  inevitable. 
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Gifts 

Anne  Byrnes 

Across  the  bay 

lies  a white 

sickle  of  beach 

where  footprints  stretch 

like  stitches  by  inlets 

stained  purple, 

by  shallows,  peacock-green. 

And  where  the  sea 
sprays  salt  spume, 
a green  wedge 
of  cliff 

has  tucked  my  cottage, 
sun-bleached  and  bent, 
snug  above 
the  creaming 
of  the  sea. 

Far  from  the  land's  rim 
floats 

a new  moon 

like  a silvery  eyelash, 

its  pale  reflection 

seen  in  sapphire  streams 

and  shallow  tide-pools 

mirroring 

Nature's  Gifts: 

the  color  of  the  sky 

and  her  eternal  movement 

like  the  rhythm  of  my  being: 

the  breathing  of  the  sea. 


She  Eagle 

Carmen  Manly 


W/  he  eagle  traces  circles,  hunting  high  above 
\canyon  walls,  unencumbered  with  spread 
'wings  hugging  the  sky.  Carefree  calls  to 
the  riding  clouds,  breezy  and  sleek  she  skims 
above  puny  manipulating  two-legged  creatures, 
always  in  a hurry  upright,  uptight  creatures, 
scurrying  around  the  brown  earth  below. 

A chain  of  flat  sage  covered  mesas  trailing  a 
rutted  cactus  road,  ends  at  the  ribbon  of  glinting 
water  inviting  She  Eagle  down  from  smoky 
clouds.  Down  close  to  the  muddy  river  bottom 
where  with  one  fell-swoop,  white  head  searching 
all  around  the  craggy  canyon  walls.  She  Eagle 
quickly  drinks  unsure  of  the  trees,  the  dense 
brush listening. 

Better  to  soar  up  high  again;  up,  up  the  sheer 
sandstone  walls,  to  were  the  ancient  ones  once 
slept  and  roamed.  To  the  place  where  their 
pueblos  lay  crumpled  by  the  lip  of  the  darkened 
cave.  To  the  place  where  their  strange  etchings 
still  blackened  the  cave  walls.  A perfect  hiding 
place  for  her  nest.  No  hunters  will  find  her  little 
ones  within  those  steep  stones. 


She  climbs  higher,  higher  still.  Feeling  smooth 
and  giddy  with  the  heady  knowledge  of  what 
humans  refiise  to  learn.  That  they  are  but  part  of 
a long,  archaic  chain  still  evolving  towards 
infinity.  The  craggy  canyon  walls  have  stood 
longer.  Yet  humans  are  bent  on  destroying 
them. 

But  not  the  old,  sunbrown  sheepherder  who 
peacefully  immerses  his  canteen,  eyeing  his 
woolly  four-legged  flock,  keeping  them  safe 
from  the  sheer  precipice.  While  over  the  next 
canyon  the  wild  horses  roam  and  paw  the  rocky 
shore  and  stop  and  dip,  stirring  the  rocky 
bottom,  sating  their  powerful  thirst.  Until  the 
rough  cowboys  ride  dust  into  the  herd,  and  lead 
them  away. 

From  her  gnarled  branch.  She  Eagle  sees  the 
taming  of  nature  and  wonders  once  again  at  the 
meanings  of  those  strange  etchings  back,  back, 
at  the  back  of  the  black  cave,  were  nearby  her 
fragile  nest  rests,  just  outside  the  blackened  cave 
wall. 


Bed  Of  Life 

Jan  Powell 


Buried  beneath  the  fertile,  I struggle 
Push  upward  then  break  through 
Like  an  arrow  shooting  from  the  depth 
Soaring  above  and  beyond  the  bed  of  life 
Another  has  arrived  before  me 
Standing  proud,  straight  and  tall 
As  if  no  one  or  anyone  can  see 
The  loneliness  of  this  single  stalk 
Each  day  I push,  I pull,  I strain 


Reaching  heights  of  the  lonely  one 

The  bright  strengthens  my  stem 

Like  a light  buried  within 

Drops  moisten  my  small  leaves 

Like  a flood  of  tears  gently  caressing 

Petals  flutter  as  I acknowledge 

The  forlorn,  desolate,  lone  bloom 

Side  by  side  we  stand  erasing  the  separation 

The  earth  supports  our  stance 


Equilibrium 

Bruce  W.  hAaki 

Cardinal  killed 
on  the  picket  fence 
of  the  I960’s. 

a BB  through  the  brain 
from  children  who  made  war. 

I cried  for  a God 

who  abandoned  the  dead  cardinal 
lying  lost  from  little  boy  eyes, 

Worthy  windows,  these  eyes 
in  which  the  future 
can  be  told 

in  the  breathless  search 
for  any  angle  of  repose. 


Meditating  the  Death  of  Chaos 

CF.  Costanza 

Wondering  if  there  are  numbers 

on  the  pages  of  disorder, 

titles  to  chapters  of  my  discontent. 

The  longest  nights  have  longer  hours 
and  I offer  submission 
to  the  Warlord  of  Dreams. 

Escape. 

Escape. 

There  must  be  a way. 
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Cardinal  Winter  & Summer 


Margaret  Berg 

Cardinal  on  the  Fence 

A frigid,  grey  sky. 

The  temperature  drops. 

The  wind  chill  raised 
zero  to  below. 

Ice  coats  the  sidewalks. 

Snow  banks  muffle  the  drive. 

Fence,  roofs  and  garbage  cans 
wear  wooly  caps. 

Black  branches  bend,  break 
beneath  white  weight. 

Housebound.  Cabin -fevered. 

Blockade  by  winter  sleet- 
Eddie  Bauer  mitten  weather. 

Here's  a rouge  rosette  - a 

Legion  of  Honor,  a red 
badge  of  courage.  Spot 
of  heart's  heat. 

A letter  from  winter  - grey,  white, 
black  - written  on  snow. 
Rigid,  stamped  by  cold. 

Red  seal  affixed. 

Cardinal  on  the  fence 

at  4 1 Orchard  Street. 


Margaret  B&rq  water  color 


Summer:  Cardinal  on  the  Rose  Trellis. 

The  Cardinal's  effaced  - 
Camouflage  - his  red  feathers 
Against  scarlet  roses. 


i 
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Carmen  Elliott  litho  prikt 

Civilization 


\ 


I 
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Elaine  LaErose 

Olp  House  In  The  Woops 


COLOR  SLIPE  PHOTOGRAPHY 
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Domestic  Theology 

Emilia  Dickerson 


A slight  brown-coated  bug  has  strayed  inside 
nny  house,  not  an  uncommon  event  on  a 
summer's  day,  a nuisance,  surely;  a transient 
squatter  at  best,  a thing  that  is  handily  cast 
out  without  much  thought. 

On  this  day,  to  my  surprise,  fury  floods  my 
heart  at  the  liberty  taken  with  my  dream 
home.  The  thing  moves,  proprietary  and 
bold,  on  the  fresh-laid  carpet,  as  if  to 
proclaim  its  easy  acculturation. 

No  more  an  erratic  line,  nor  an  erasable 
shadow  on  the  wall,  the  creature  takes  on 
that  mystic  air  of  the  intruder  for  whom 
Eden  was  at  stake.  The  crisis  demands  instant 
solution;  it  darts  about  at  will  as  if  to  mock 
me,  watching  with  spite. 


I raise  the  executioner's  hand  like  a 
connoisseur  of  blood,  I stand  there  in  silence 
- sure  of  my  aim  - until  it  forgets  I am  there, 
until  - at  some  cost  - 1 will  reclaim  my  home. 

The  crisis  demands  instant  solution;  it  darts 
about  at  will  as  if  to  mock  me,  watching  with 
spite. 

The  mind  leaps  at  this  point  to  uncertain 
equations;  the  creature  saw  the  same  green 
light  just  outside  the  Arcadia,  like  me,  like  the 
rest  of  our  own  kind. 

jibbing  at  murder  comforts  me,  takes  the 
edge  off  loneliness  at  the  top. 


Moth 

Constance  Vogel 

Light  as  a leaf 
she  flutters 
on  gray  waves 
at  dusk 

her  brown  song 
lost 

in  the  paislied  poetry 
of  butterflies, 
drowned 
in  the  ever-rising 
locust  pool. 
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Haitian  Village  Lady 

Judith  C McArdle 

Village  lady, 

I look  at  you 
Eye  to  eye  to  eye. 

Picked  out  from  all  around  us  here 
like  lint  from  a dark  dress, 

I fix  you  on  this  paper  to  remennber. 

I hear  you  are  a NA/idow  woman 
who  lost  her  last  son. 

I see  grief  cling  to  you  like  black  salve, 
and  emptiness  weight  you  down. 

I know  beneath  your  rags 

lies  the  belly  that  housed  him  early 
And  held  him  wet  with  birth  from  your 
thighs. 

Your  breasts  old  avocados  now 
once  had  the  blue  white  milk 
That  gave  him  laughing  teeth 
and  long  bones. 

Your  arms  that  hang  down  heavy 
rocked  him  baby. 

Hips  rode  him  child. 

Back  that  brought  him  to  the  cane  field 
bore  him  sleepy  in  the  sack 

"Mamu,  Mamu" 
he  calls  to  you. 

His  calling  sound 

Rings  round,  rings  round 

The  gold  in  your  ear 

And  swims  like  fish  in  your  head. 


Your  sisters  tell  you  cry! 

Dance  the  rage  of  death! 

But  your  tears  lie  like  stones  on  a cave 
floor. 

And  your  legs  stand  like  tree  stumps  in 
the  ground. 

He  is  no  more. 

Papa  took  him  from  you. 

He  took  him 
Not  like  the  others 

Who  sleep  with  women  under  the  bush. 
Wear  stiff  shirts. 

And  trade  their  blood  for  salt. 

He  took  him  with  a knife 
Because  he  would  not  go. 

He  cleaved  him  in  two 
to  feed  the  earth  a body 
And  the  sky  a soul. 

Now  he  belongs  to  no  one. 

Papa  wanted  him  for  fear  and  death. 

You  wanted  him  for  fields  and  fruit. 

Papa  for  powder,  black  and 
white. 

You  for  fire  and  drum 

For  morning's  rain  and  play  magic. 

Neither  yours  nor  his  now, 
he  is  no  more. 

What  is  left  of  a lost  last  son 
a mother  full  of  sorrow, 
a despot  full  of  worms, 

And  no  one  who  hears  the  birds  sing 
anymore. 


He  is  no  more. 
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On  The  Lookout 

Kate  Wolicki 

My  eyebrows  took  off  yesterday, 
drunkenly  few  out  the  window 
like  a disgruntled  bat  forced  to  sleep 
right-side  up. 

I can't  believe  I didn't  feel 
their  caterpillar  crawl  down  my  face 
or  see  the  way  they  slipped  across  the  floor 
in  the  shadow  of  my  calculus  book 

Maybe  they're  on  a goodwill  mission 
trying  to  form  the  perfect  shape 
for  a browless  cyclops. 

Or  maybe  they  have  a romance  I don't  know 
about  and  are  tired  of  meeting  furtively 
when  I furrow. 

Perhaps  they're  prostesting  tweezers. 

I don't  care  if  they  spend  the  night 
in  a lint  trap. 

I would  just  like  them  back 

because  I'm  already  tired  of  looking  bald 

like  a dog  with  no  ears. 

Besides  my  birthday  is  coming, 
and  I'll  need  them  to  look  surprised. 


Seagulls  In  The  Suburbs 

iSAargaret  T.  Segal 

There  they  were  one  day, 

a whole  gaggle  of  them  swooping  and  whooping  it  up 
in  a strip  mall  parking  lot. 

It  seemed  so  odd 

to  the  native  Northeastemer  in  me 
to  see  sea  birds  in  a place  so  far 
from  our  ocean  mother. 

Lake  gulls,  no  doubt. 

Lake  gulls  sick  of  the  noise 
and  the  pollution 

and  the  nasty  people  throwing  things  at  them 
from  their  Gold  Coast  enclaves. 


Let's  go  to  the  suburbs,  their  leader  must  have  said  one  day. 

Let's  get  the  hell  out  of  here 

and  find  some  space 

and  peace 

and  quiet. 

We  don't  need  the  hassles  anymore, 
and  we're  starting  to  feel  old. 

Let's  just  get  the  hell  out 
while  we  still  can. 


Sound  familiar? 
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Lisa  Tripp 


WAX  PENCIL 


